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"AXE YOU THEN AFftAtD TO DIE?" Kim ASKS. 
NAM LOOKS ABOUT HIM. SLOWLY HE RISES. 

"JAM NOT AFRAID TO DIE," SAYS HAM. HE STEPS TO KIM'S SIDE. 
'NOR X " SAYS ANOTHER. AND ANOWgR. 

ANU SOON THEY ARE HO LONGER Fff/fiHTBVfiD FUGITIVES. 
NOW THEY AKa A TEAM. HOW THEY HAVE A LEADER, 
NOW 1HBY HAVE A PLAN. . 
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fflAY FOLLOWS SWIFTLY UPON PAV. SEEKING ARMS, HIM t 
/LOSES MEN, BUT OTHERS JOIN HIM. SOON THEY ABB : 
COMPACT SAND, BROUGHT TOSETHERBY THEIR COMMON ; 
HATRED, HELD TOGETHER 8V THEIR COMMON GOAL — \ 

REVENUE.' 




IN THE EARLY EVENING, SOME WEEKS LATEX, TWO SCOUTS 
RETURN FROM A PATROL. TO AN AMERICAN OUTPOST 1 . * 



s&AP it up?Y* S0T a vaiuNTEex tor u 
, men.' we're jyou, coach! this baby sms , 

wullingJwe left his guekkiuas — 
'"7 out.' !>--_■ join us in the < — 
fens -to wip.m 
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I'm Adams.' 1 ~ " " 

Private "First Class Adams/ 

We were on this particular kill and m this 
particular fight under Wi? orders. 

that meant we our hill. 

It meant that nobody came down off that hill 
unless he was WD ... Wounded or Dead/ 



TUKT'S VfHATOW COMPANY 

CCW/HA/VPSZ ALWAYS STRESSED. 

TtAMWOKK. 

EVE-KY80PY IN 7W OUTFIT 
PULUNQ... PUUINGFOK 
EVERYBODY ELSE... 
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COWARD'S/CHANCE 



By John Martin 



THE CAPTAIN of Harrow Company raised 
his head above the tank tread cautiously 
and scanned the frowning mountain in the path 
of the UN drive on Sunwajom. Suddenly the 
ground shook as mortar shells fell behind the 
road. A jeep vanished in a burst of flame. 

"Sergeant," the Captain said to the soldier 
at his side, "we were both looking at Hill 33 
when those mortar shells were fired." 

"I didn't see it either, sir," Sergeant Hank 
Fargo said ruefully. "Guess they've got their 
gun nest too well camouflaged." 

"Air cover can't spot it either," the Captain 
said laconically. "And it's got to be spotted 
and bombed. We're a day behind time table 
on Sunwajom as it is— and they're shooting us 
up like sitting ducks." 

"You want me to find it, sir?" Fargo asked 
wearily. "I've only got one man available, to 
go along." 

"Take Private Zeb Tasker," the Captain 
grunted. "He's pretty new, but he's all I can 
spare." 

"Okay, Captain," Fargo said, saluting. "I'll 
take him, but I'd rather not. He's an odd 
sort. Keeps to himself, doesn't say much." He 
paused. "The other men can't figure him 
either." 

"What about it?" the Captain snapped. 
"There's no regulation requiring a soldier to 
talk off duty if he doesn't want to." 

"Well, he looks scared to me. Captain, and 
this is a ticklish job on Hill 33. If he turned 
yellow — well, Tasker's not been in action 
yet . . ." Fargo shrugged. "I can't say I'd trust 
three lives . . ." 

"That's your job. not mine," the Captain said. 
"I've got a hundred lives here to worry about. 
Take him!" 

Sighing, Fargo hunted up- his one available 
man. Private Bill Weeks, and then sought out 
Zeb Tasker. He found Tasker behind a rock, 
peering 'round a corner at the threatening 
mountain. 

"I'm supposed to be here, Sarge," Tasker 
said after Fargo snapped a question. Fargo cast 
a sour eye on him. Tasker was small, spindly 



and pale-faced. Fargo explained the task •• 
Bill Weeks waited, watching Tasker's reaction. 
Tasker didn't say anything but just licked 
his lips slowly, running a hand nervously 
through his hair. 

"Okay, come on," Fargo grunted. 

Tasker shouldered the walkie-talkie that was 
stung at him. Fargo shot a questioning glance 
at Bill Weeks. 

"I dunno," Weeks murmured. "Maybe yei, 
maybe no. But in a real pinch . . ." He shook 
his head dubiously. 

"Look at him," Fargo commented contemptu- 
ously as Tasker lit out ahead for the front line. 
Tasker was hunched up as though bullets were 
ripping the air all round himi His beady eyei 
swivelled from side to side jerkily. 

Again Bill Weeks shook his head dubiously. 

Minutes later they reached the line of tanks 
that marked the furthest advanced position. 
They darted through, with Fargo leading, 
headed for cover of a stand of trees that began 
on a slight slope at the base of Hill 33. 

A shrill scream split the air. "Hit the dirtl" 
Fargo yelled. 

Tasker seemed paralyzed with terror. Unable 
to move, he threw his head back and looked 
up, rigid. 

"Duck, you dope !" Weeks roared and 
dragged him down to the ground. 

Crash! Crump.' A big tree in their path shud«* 
dered all along its length and began to topple 
majestically. This time Tasker didn't hesitate,, 
Along with the others he leaped nimbly OUfl 
of the way and it smashed into the ground. i 

They darted forward, gained the cover ofcj 
the trees. 

"Look, Weeks" Fargo said. "If anything 
happens to me . . ." he glanced at Tasker. "Ra 
careful . ■ ." 

Weeks nodded. 

"Okay, keep your eyes peeled," Fargo grunted 
as i hay went ahead. 

The slope rapidly angled up. "Good tank 
road," Fargo said, indicating a clear path. "Itty 
just a tank trap how, but if we can locate that 
mortar nest they can make Sunwajom in twtf 
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hours over the mountain." He peered up 
through the leafy forest screen. "Hear any- 
thing?" 

Tasker stopped dead in his tracks, looking 
warily around. 
"1 did," he said. < 

But Fargo paid no attention to him. "Scared 
U rabbit and just as jumpy. He'd hear any- 
thing," he said. 

They inched up the sharp, angling side of 
the mountain. 

Below them, more mortar shells began fall- 
ing near Harrow Company. Six bursts ex- 
ploded all at once followed by a gigantic, shat- 
tiring blast. 

"They got a tank that time." Fargo said 
grimly. "We'd better find that nest quick, 

. "Sarge I" Bill Weeks whispered hoarsely. 
"There it is. Up there." 

Instantly all three men flattened themselves. 
Fargo peered ahead and saw the mortar nest, 
a cleverly camouflaged hollow in the living 
rock of the mountain. From above it was totally 
■invisible. Trees and bushes had been laid in 
a latticework sky screen through which the 
lunken mortars fired their shells invisibly. Red 
soldiers could be seen flitting to and fro. 

"That's it, all right," Fargo said. "We'll have 
to get closer, though. Tasker, got that walkie- 
talkie ready?" 

"Ready, Sarge," Tasker said. 

Belly-flat, they edged toward the deadly 
mortar nest. Fargo, sweating, figured out the 
firing coordinates for the UN artillery back 
down the mountain. 

"Got 'em, Sarge?" Weeks asked. He lifted 
bit head. 

Whannnggf A bullet ripped through his 
helmet. 

"Bill 1" Fargo said in desperation. The hel- 
met rolled oft". The wound wasn't fatal, but it 

jtwasn't a scratch either. Quickly Fargo ban- 
daged it, then put the unconscious Weeks on 

'Ma back. 

"Come on," he said gruffly to Zeb Tasker. 
"We'll have to leave Bill here, pick him up on 
the way down. We're spotted — and we've got 
one more coordinate to get !" 

He watched Tasker's pale face, then turned 
his attention to the gun nest, wishing he could 
'Spot the unknown sniper whose bullet had got 
Bill Weeks. Everything depended on the next 



few minutes. 

Fargo heard Tasker behind him, breathing 
heavily as he bellied along cautiously, drag- 
ging his rifle and the walkie-talkie. He was 
swivelling his head around to order Tasker 
to make it snappy when something hit him 
on the head with the impact of a baseball bat. 

Fargo's head snapped back with the impact 
of the blow. His senses swam. Mission failed, 
he thought despairingly, fighting for con- 
sciousness, A jelly bean like Tasker probably 
couldn't even find his way back to the front 
line, let alone report the last coordinate and 
get them out of the way in time to avoid the 
converging artillery barrage. The last thing he 
felt was Tasker's hand reaching out to him. 

"Lookin' for daddy, huh?" he grunted 
weakly. Then he fell into a black chute of 

He opened his eyes, Someone seemed to be 
shouting to him over vast distances. The mist 
before him cleared and he found himself on 
his back, with a UN tank rumbling past. 
Nearby, Bill Weeks sat grinning, propped up 
with a cigarette. His head was bandaged. 

"Who — what . . ." he began. 

"You can thank Private Tasker for this. Ser- 
geant," the Captain said from a jeep that 
stopped suddenly. "You had him all wrong." 
He glanced at Tasker who was sitting behind 
him. "He got your coordinates through and 
you and Bill Weeks out of the way before the 
artillery and bombs cleaned out the commie 
gun nest." 

"But how . . ," Fargo began, weakly, puzzled, 

^■^ASKER grinned at him. "Maybe it was my 
-■- fault, Sarge," he said. "Maybe 1 shouldn't 
have clammed up like I did. But — I'm a moun- 
tain boy from the Ozarks. We just naturally 
don't talk much. In a feud up there, you've 
got to be a man of few words. A wrong one 
and you're liable to stop a bullet. And I reckon 
you thought I was well — maybe a coward. In 
the Ozarks we call it 'caution.' Like my ma 
used to say: 'Keep your head out of the way, 
and you'll live to fight another dav'l" 

Fargo grinned in reply, then lifted a hand 
in salute — and apology. 

Then the jeep moved on. Before it, up the 
mountain came the tanks and then the infantry 
—to take Sunwajorn. 

THE END 
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BB COUNTING SURVEY Proves Daisy Gives 

§ MORE BBs FOR 

Count 'Em! Compare 'Em! Ask Dad's Help! Yes, the 5 cent 
W giant bb pouch of Daisy Bulls Eye Shot gives you more 
O foe your money! You get more bbs — more shots — more iij 
Q value — more fun! Bulls Eye is made right in the big' ' 

Daisy Factory where all daisy air rifles are pro- 
se duced. Bulls Eye is expertly made to the correct 
*/ diameter, roundness and smoothness— to fit daisy 
(tj shooting barrels! Poorly-made "out of round," 

rough or over-size bbs may stick and ruin your Daisy 
j^S barrel and air tube. Be 

W / | safe and sure— always 

~ ' 3Lljr an( * use Daisy 

'" Bulls Eye in the hand- 
J ier Giant BB Pouch! 
jX=-^y Get the most and the 
®<^V / 'ii best bbs for your 
1 * Daisy! Ask for it by 
name. Say: "A Giant 
ich of Bulls Eye 



I DAISY 
I I GIANT 
I BULLS 

C 





GIANT BB POUCH 



Sooeseoecoeeo Qeo ©ooooo ©©o©©©ig)€»{ 




AIR RIFLE CIRCULAR INCLUDING CATALOG 



DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY, DEPT. B-122, PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U.S.A. 
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FREE 




WRIST 
WATCH 



WLOVA 

GIVEN 



CJrolce of LADY'S or MAN'S 

Hand Out Only 20 
ENLARGEMENT Cou 




Offer of 

BIG 

Prizes 

GIVEN 



Think of enjoying such a smart, new accurate 17 Jewel, 
BULOVA WRIST WATCH in the charm and color of 

yellow gold (choice of Man's or Lady's) PLUS a surprise gift and 
a sparkling, simulawd BIKTHSTONK KING (correct for your 
month of birth) PLUS Pen and Pencil Set, PLUS a full 26-piece 
set .if ijtati .i SII.VKUW ARK, 1'US yulir choice „f u Woman's or Girl's iror- 
gcous, new DUKSS in the latest stvle and correct wo All Six' AltU 

SENT just for helping us get acquainted with new cmd.miois hy lumd'me; out 
or mailing only twenty enlargement coupons KKEE t„ IneiidK or relative* us 
per our premium tetter. 

Please send us your favorite snapshot right away for a 
true-to-life, 5x7 iuc'i enlargement and handsome "Movie- 
tone" frame so you dtn tell friends about our beautiful enlarging 
when handing out the get-acquainted coupons. Just mail us your 
favorite snapshot, print or negative NOW and pay postman only 
19c plus postage when your treasured enlargement arrives and the 
"Movietone" frame is included at NO COST as our get-acquainted 
gift. Limit of 2 to a customer. Send no money. Your original returned With 
your enlargement and frame. Please include the color of hair and eyes with 
each snapshot for our bargain offer on it second enlargement beautifully liauil 
tinted in natural, life-like, oil colors. Get your 2D enlargement coupons to hand 
oat free. 

We want you to see for yourself how much delightful 
enjoyment a framed enlargement of your favorite snap- 
shot or small picture of your loved one will bring you , . . also how 

hand coloring gives an enlargement greater beauty, sparkle and life. Send to- 
day for your sample enlargement and frame. Enjoy such a surprise gift, won. 
r " 1 -iug, pen and pencil set. silverware, dress and wrist watch. 
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DEAN STUDIOS 




Surprise Gift GIVEN 



